
By Laura E. Richards. 


Once there was a little boy, 

Who in drumming found his joy; 

Dawn and daybreak, noon and night, 
Drumming was his heart’s delight. 

When above his task he bent, 

“Tum-te-tum,” his fingers went; 

When at games he smiling sat, 

Still they sounded, “ Rat, tat, tat.” 

On the table, on the chair, 

On the crystal window fair, 

On his book or on his work, 

With his spoon or with his fork, 

Still this foolish little body 

Drummed and drummed, “ Te-tum-te-toddy. 1 

If his hands were busied quite, 

Still his feet kept up the fight: 

“ Rumpty tumpty, tiddlety tee, 
Rumpity-boom-dee-boom-ty-dee.” 

But one evening, sad to tell, 

Something very strange befell. 


Suddenly — a dreadful comer — 

In there marched the Drumlie Drummer. 
Eight feet tall and four feet wide, 

Yards of bearskin cap beside. 

Armed with drumsticks thick and long, 
Made of hardest wood and strong. 

Then the youngster’s arm seized he; 

Said, “ My boy, now come with me! 
Autumn, winter, spring, and summer, 

All your life you’ve been a drummer; 
Now, my little Master Ned, 

You shall be a drum, instead!” 

Tied his arms, his ankles, too, 

With a ribbon broad and blue; 

Slung him round his neck. “ And now, 
Master Ned, I ’ll show you how.” 
Marching, marching through the town 
Goes the Drummer up and down: 

“ Tum-te-tum-te-tum-te-tum,” 

Goes the dreadful, Nedful drum. 
Dangling from the ribbon blue, 
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Neddy feels the dread tattoo, 

“ Rumpty-iddity-whango-whack!” 

Up and down upon his back. 

Neddy’s shrieks distract the air, 

Yet no creature seems to care; 
Father, mother, sister dear, 

Pass him by and never hear. 

“ Rub-a-dub-dub-a-dub-di-do-dee, 
Drumming is the sport for me; 
Di-do-di-do, dum-dum-dum! 

See my dreadful, Nedful drum. 

Turn-turn-turn-tum-tum-tum-tummer — 
Here I go, the Drumlie Drummer. 
Little boys who can’t keep still, 

Come with me and soon you will. 


T umplety-tumplety-tumplety-tee, 

Rub-a-dub-dub-a-dub-dub-a-dub-dee, 

Rumpty-iddity-whango-whack, 

Up and down upon your back.” 

When at last unhappy Ned 
Woke to find himself in bed, 

From his toes up to his crown, 

All was black and blue and brown; 
And his back did ache, and ache — 
Really, truly, fit to break. 

Mother, with a plaster hid it — 

Said that horrrid football did it. 

Ned said nothing; but I hear 
That he drums no more this year. 
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